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On  January  17th,  an  Air  France  Boe- 
ing 745  took  us,  a group  of  Avila  stu- 
dents, along  with  Mr.  Assad  and  Art 
Ellison  to  London,  England.  The  pur- 
pose of  the  tour  was  educational  in  na- 
ture. London,  being:  the  center  of  some 
of  the  best  theatre  in  the  world,  was  a 
source  of  stimulation  and  learning  for 
us.  We  were  there  less  than  two  weeks, 
and  in  that  short  period  of  time,  saw  at 
least  fifteen  plays  each.  Some  of  the 
plays  seen  were:  ‘‘America  Hurrah,”  by 
a young  company  at  the  Cockpit  Thea- 
tre, “Long  Day’s  Journey  Into  Night,” 
with  Sir  Laurence  Olivier  at  the  Old 
Vic,  "Look  Back  In  Anger,”  at  the 
Young  Vic,  “Private  Lives,”  with  Mag- 
gie Smith  and  directed  by  Guilgud, 
“The  Unknown  Soldier  and  His  Wife," 
with  Peter  Ustinov,  "Good  Old  Bad  Old 
Days,”  with  Anthony  Newley,  “Krapps 
Last  Tape,"  with  Albert  Finney.  "Mac- 
beth" and  "Front  Page"  were  also  seen 
at  the  Old  Vic.  Other  plays  included 
“Mousetrap.”  an  Agatha  Christie  mys- 


Our  main  mode  of  transportation 
were  the  undergrounds,  a smooth  run- 
ning system  of  underground  trains 
which,  after  we  knew  a little  about  the 
directs  of  certain  lines,  and  with  the  aid 
ofan  underground  map.  we  rode  on  eas- 
ily. They  closed  at  midnight,  however, 
so  after  the  play,  we  usually  went 
straight  home. 


The  English  people  were  particular- 
ly fascinating,  in  the  respect  that  no 
matter  where  you  were  or  what  time  it 
was,  if  you  asked  someone  for  informa- 
tion on  how  to  get  somewhere,  they 
would  stop  and  sometimes  go  into 
lengthy  explanations.  You  knew,  how- 
ever, if  they  told  you  to  go  to  “the  bot- 
tom of  the  street”  that  you  were  in  for 
some  walking. 


The  food  there  was  what  we  were 
used  to.  The  meat  had  a different  taste 


USO  tour 


On  November  29th  with  passports 
and  shot  records  clutched  nervously  in 
hand,  eight  of  us,  as  representatives 
of  Avila  Theatre  Department,  left 
Kansas  City  to  become  first  lieu- 
tenants and  serve  as  a USO  group  in 
the  Northeast  Command.  Our  first 
meaningful  encounter  with  the 
Airforce  came  when  we  reached 
McGuire  Air  Force  Base  in  New  Jersey 
where  we  waited  for  twelve  hours  for 
our  flight  to  Greenland.  Thereafter, 
we  were  continuously  overwhelmed  by 
the  efficiency  of  our  military  forces. 
Our  sojourn  lasted  thirty-five  days,  and 
we  stayed  at  five  different  bases:  Thule 
and  Sondo8trom  in  Greenland, 
Goosebay  in  Laborador,  Argencia  in 
Newfoundland  and  Keflevic,  Iceland. 
Our  first  stop,  Thule,  was  an  exper- 
ience we  won’t  keep  close  to  our  hearts; 
we  were  stranded  there  for  two  weeks. 
The  windows  were  blown  our  of  our  de- 
parture plane,  and  the  other,  a garbage 
plane,  wasn’t  used  for  travelling  be- 
cause it  was  stocked  with  flammable 
supplies.  Even  though  it  was  dark 
twenty-four  hours  a day,  and  the  temp- 
erature stayed  around  20  degrees  be- 
low zero,  it  wasn’t  a total  disaster.  We 
saw  the  frozen  Arctic  Ocean  and  a lot  of 
men  who  were  quite  enjoyable.  A line 
we  girls  frequently  heard  was  “Do  you 
know  how  long  it’s  been  since  I’ve  seen 
a girl?”  Thule,  which  was  about  250 
miles  from  the  North  Pole,  had  quite  a 
shortage  of  women  except  for  those  in 
nearby  eskimo  villages  and  a Danish 
village  of  families  working  on  construc- 
tion projects  for  the  United  States.  Of 
course,  the  men  naturally  thought  of  us 
(girls)  as  young  artists.  One  young  man 
began  to  think  of  this  line  after  he’d 
propositioned  one  of  the  girls,  and  she 
told  him  we  were  studying  to  be  in  the 
convent. 

It  was  in  Thule  that  we  began  re- 
hearsals for  a variety  show  as 
STORYBOOK  TALES  was  not  appro- 
priate in  night  club  situations,  al- 
though it  was  done  in  theatres  at  the  re- 
mainder of  the  bases.  Most  of  our 
shows  were  performed  in  night  clubs  as 
this  is  where  the  men  were  to  be  found. 

The  most  receptive  audiences  we  had 
were  those  at  the  remote  sights.  These 
were  places  away  from  the  main  bases 
and  from  any  towns  which  could  only 
be  reached  by  helicopter  or  a small  air- 
craft during  the  winter  season.  One  of 
these  remote  sights  outside  the  main 
base  in  Iceland  had  not  had  any  live 
entertainment  since  June,  six  months 
before  us.  These  audiences  geniunely 
enjoyed  our  performances  and  made 
our  journey  seem  more  worthwhile. 


It  was  in  Sondostrom  that  we  were 
fortunate  to  see  some  caribou  grazing, 
as  well  as  the  ice  cap  there.  The 
Northern  Lights  were  said  to  be  seen 
once  in  a while,  but  it  was  not  so  for  us. 

We  stayed  in  Goosebay  only  one  day 
to  make  up  for  the  extra  time  we  stayed 
in  Thule.  We  did  one  show  that  even- 
ing then  went  to  our  bunk  beds  and 
cold  showers.  The  next  morning  before 
we  left,  our  escort  took  us  on  snow 
mobile  rides.  Later  that  afternoon  we 
boarded  a plane  to  Argencia  where  we 
spent  Christmas,  and  attended  many 
memorable  functions. 

It  was  in  Keflevik,  Iceland,  our  last 
stop,  that  we  finally  were  able  to  go  in- 
to one  of  the  towns.  Iceland  was  not  as 
cold  as  Greenland,  and  in  town  we  met 
by  a semi-frozen  pond  where  a good 
population  of  the  duck  family  ‘hung 
out.’  The  town  consisted  of  quaint  old 
buildings  with  colored  roofs  and 
gables. 

We  lived  in  a quansit  hut  on  base.  It 
somewhat  resembled  an  igloo  only  it 
was  longer  and  made  of  metal.  The 
temperature  inside  probably  didn’t 
vary  much  from  that  of  an  igloo  be- 
cause for  the  first  three  days  we  had  no 
heat.  Stepping  out  of  the  shower  or  the 
bed  was  an  experience  we  didn't  look 
forward  to. 

We  made  our  first  television  ap- 
pearance of  the  tour  on  the  Northern 
Currents  Station.  We  did  a mixture  of 
pieces  from  STORYBOOK  tales  and 
the  variety  show,  plus  an  interview. 
The  men  at  the  cameras  had  no  idea  of 
the  activeness  of  STORYBOOK  We 
went  early  so  we  could  show  them  in  or- 
der that  it  would  be  easier  to  follow. 
They  were  sure  they  could  follow  and 
didn’t  need  a preview.  Consequently 
disappearing  bodies  were  often  the 
case. 

New  Year’s  Eve  came  while  we  were 
here.  We  had  a performance  that  night 
after  which  we  watched  and  listened  to 
Wilma  Redding,  an  Australian  singer. 
At  the  stroke  of  midnight  all  were  wait- 
ing with  hat,  noisemakers,  streamers 
and  a drink  to  end  an  old  year  and  be- 
gin a new. 


On  our  return  trip  home  we  landed 
again  at  McGuire  Air  Force  Base  and 
rushed  through  customs  only  to  find 
that  the  bus  we  were  to  take  to  another 
airport  to  catch  our  flight  home,  lacked 
a driver.  A number  of  us,  after  resort- 
ing to  a nearby  telephone  booth,  re- 
leased our  tension  by  screaming  a few 
bars.  We  finally  boarded  a bus,  and 
were  delivered  to  the  airport  after  our 
flight  had  left.  That  night  we  slept  on 
oversized  footstools.  We  arrived  in 
Kansas  City  only  to  be  greeted  by  more 
snow,  and  to  find  ourselves  circling  in 
the  air  for  a half  an  houi . 


Around  the  world  in  70  days 


by  Lynne  Beachner 


tery,  “Peter  Pan.”  “London  Assur- 
ance,” “The  Philanthropist,”  “Lloyd 
George  Knew  My  Father,”  “I  and  Al- 
bert,” “Gone  With  the  Wind,"  and 
"Murder  in  the  Cathedral.”  We  didn’t 
even  see  half  of  the  plays  which  were 
currentlv  running  during  our  stay. 

We  resided  at  the  Bolton  Close  Hotel 
on  Earl  Street.  It  wasn’t  exactly  the  Hil- 
ton, but  we  did  have  a place  to  sleep. 

It  didn’t  take  us  long  to  get  used  to  the 
English  money.  One  coin  worth  fifty 
pence  was  equal  to  one  dollar  and 
thirty  cents  in  American  money.  A 
pound,  which  was  in  bill  form,  was 
worth  $2.60.  Sometimes  the  rate  of  ex- 
change varied,  but  this  is  close  enough. 
In  shopping,  an  item  costing  four 
pounds  didn’t  really  seem  that  much, 
but  in  actuality  it  was  worth  around  ten 
dollars.  So  we  learned  to  think  before 
we  made  a decision  which  involved  the 
use  of  our  purchasing  power. 


than  here  in  the  States.  The  hot  dogs 
were  made  out  of  lamb,  and,  at  first 
bite,  a little  disappointing.  The  past- 
ries were  divine.  The  chocolate  was  us- 
ually sweeter,  and  on  some  pastries, 
formed  a hard  crust  on  top.  We  also 
learned  to  order  our  tea  black  if  we 
didn’t  want  cream  in  it.  At  nights  some 
of  us  would  feast  on  bread  and  cheese. 
It  was  fun  to  tear  the  uncut  loaf  of  hard- 
crusted  bread  and  pass  it  around. 

We  took  two  sightseeing  tours  while 
we  were  there:  one  around  to  the  histor- 
ical sights  such  as  Big  Ben,  The  Tower 
of  London,  the  changing  of  the  guard  at 
Buckingham  Palace,  Westminister  Ab- 
bey, several  churches  built  by  Sir 
Christopher  Wren,  the  Houses  of  Par- 
liament, and  other  places  of  interest.  In 
Stratford  upon  Avon  we  didn't  have 
much  time,  but  we  saw  the  Shake- 
spearian Theatre.  Unfortunately  there 


were  no  shows  there  at  that  time.  We  al- 
so saw  Shakespeare's  house  where  he 
lived  as  a boy,  and  Ann  Hathaway’s 
Cottage.  The  tour  guide  said  that 
thatched  roofs  like  that  on  Ann  Hath- 
away’s Cottage  are  ‘in’  now  in  London 
despite  the  high  insurance  rates. 


The  time  we  didn’t  spend  on  tours  or 
at  plays  was  up  to  the  individuals.  Most 
of  us  made  use  of  the  museums  which 
surrounded  us,  such  as  the  Victoria  and 
Albert  Museum  of  Art,  the  Natural  Arts 
Museum,  the  Science  Museum  and 
Madame  Tausades  Wax  Museum  to 
name  only  a few.  We  also  had  the  op- 
portunity of  seeing  two  ballets.  One 
was  “Swan  Lake,”  and  another  with 
Nureyv  and  Fontaine.  Both  were  very 
exciting  performances,  especially  the 
latter. 


On  Thursday  of  the  second  week,  we 
left  for  Paris.  We  went  by  bus  to  the 
train  station,  by  train  to  the  English 
Channel,  and  by  boat  to  France.  We  ar- 
rived in  Paris  by  train  and  by  bus  to  our 
hotel  only  to  find  “there  was  no  room  in 
the  inn."  So,  we  gathered  our  luggage 
and  walked  down  the  street.  We  only 
stayed  in  Paris  one  day  and  two  nights. 
The  day  had  two  tours;  one  by  bus  and 
one  by  boat  on  the  Seine.  We  saw  basic- 
ally the  same  things  on  both  but  from 
different  angles.  Some  of  the  more  in- 
teresting things  we  saw  were  the  Eiffel 
Tower,  Notre  Dame,  and  the  Louvre. 
There  we  saw  the  Venus,  the  winged 
Victory,  Da  Vinci’s  Mona  Lisa,  and 
other  gorgeous  works  of  art. 

It  was  a short  time,  but  spent  in  utter 
awe. 


Dear  Editor: 


Response 

Many  many  thanks  ! 


SISTERS  OF  SAINT  JOSEPH 
OF  CARONDELET 
GENERA LATE 

2307  SOUTH  LINDBERGH 
BOULEVARD 

SAINT  LOUIS,  MISSOURI  63131 
January  24,  1973 

Mission  Club 
Avila  College 
11901  Womall  Road 
Kansas  City,  Missouri  64145 

Dear  Students, 

Your  awareness  of  the  needs  of  those 
living  in  another  part  of  the  world  is 
evident  in  your  generous  gift  to  our  mis- 
sion fund  and  to  Sister  Kathleen  Stack 
in  Tokyo,  Japan. 

In  both  Japan  and  Peru  our  sisters 
are  trying  to  respond  to  their  people  in  a 
way  which  will  make  Christ’s  presence 
known  in  an  ever  fuller  way.  In  Peru 
the  ‘‘cry  of  the  poor”  is  a constant  call 
upon  the  resources  of  the  sisters.  Our 
most  recent  attempt  to  respond  to  this 
cry  is  the  setting  up  of  a small  medical 
post  among  the  Quechua  Indians  of 
Ocobamba.  We  have  also  set  up  a small 
central  house  and  novitiate  in  Lima  to 
further  the  work  of  the  Church  in  Peru. 

In  Japan  there  are  few  Christians  to 
support  the  work  towards  the  expan- 
sion of  the  Christian  message.  The 
community  in  Japan  and  here  at  home 
must  find  ways  and  means  to  further 
this  mission  and  give  the  help  that  is 
needed  for  education  and  social  work  so 
that  more  and  more  people  can  be 
reached.  We  are  grateful  for  your  help 
in  furthering  this  work. 

It  is  good  to  know  that  you  share  with 
hundreds  of  thousands  in  this  country 
in  your  concern  for  the  Church  in  other 
parts  of  the  world.  May  you  know  the 
peace  and  joy  of  Christ  as  you  call 
others  to  think  about  this  dimension  of 
our  personal  and  corporate  mission. 

Sincerely, 

Sister  Ida  R.  Berresheim,  C.S.J. 

Mission  Coordinator 

SIR:smt 


SETON  NEIGHBORHOOD 
SERVICES 
Daughters  of  Charity 
3110  FLORA 

MAILING  ADDRESS  - BOX  644 
KANSAS  CITY,  MO.  64141 
December  26,  1972 

Dear  Students:  " 


DOUGLASS  SCHOOL 
2640  Belleview 
Kansas  City  8,  Missouri 

Sister  Ann  Dominic 
Avila  College 
11901  Wornall  Road 
Kansas  City,  Mo. 

Dear  Sister  Ann  Dominic, 

For  the  length  of  time  it  has  taken  me  to 
respond  to  your  generosity,  I am  most 
sorry.  But  I wish  to  thank  you,  on  be- 
half of  two  little  girls  from  one  of  our 
area  families,  for  the  donation  which 
made  their  Christmas  most  enjoyable. 

They  now  have  some  new  clothing 
which  will  enable  them  to  attend  school 
regularly.  Clothing  is  such  a problem 
in  this  area  and  it  is  not  uncommon  for 
some  children  to  be  unable  to  attend 
school  because  of  a lack  of  shoes,  cloth- 
ing or  coats. 

Again,  thank  you  for  the  gift. 

Respectfully, 
Richard  Estevez 
Assistant  to  the  Principal 


Letters 


Ecology  Awareness  is  being  initiated 
on  campus.  The  purpose  of  the  organi- 
zation is  to  educate  the  Avila  Commu- 
nity on  the  condition  of  the  environ- 
ment. the  direction  in  which  it  is 
headed,  and  what  part  we  as  the  threat- 
ened species  should  do  to  preserve  life. 
Plans  range  from  speaking  engage- 
ments to  camping  and  hiking  trips,  to 
environmental  improvement  through 
legislation. 

Projects  will  be  determined  by  the 
students,  so  if  you  have  any  ideas  or 
gripes,  bring  them  with  you  February 
20th  and  hear  the  first  speaker,  Dr. 
Richard  Boldauf.  He  is  currently  the 
Director  of  Education  at  the  K.  C.  Mu- 
seum of  Natural  Science  and  History, 
and  was  formerly  the  professor  of  Wild- 
life Science  at  Texas  A & M.  His  topic 
will  be  the  current  state  of  the  environ- 
ment and  how  it  personally  affects  us. 

This  is  the  potential  beginning  of  a 
small  answer  to  a pressing  problem.  It 
is  your  duty  to  respond  to  this  Dlea. 


Thank  you. 
Ecology  Awareness 


February  16,  1973 


Avila  Students, 

Last  Spring  some  of  you  will  prob- 
ably remember  seeing  Donna  Brown- 
ing and  me  sitting  or  standing  in  the 
southern-most  tunnel  painting  the  wall 
— fifty  yards  of  wall.  Our  purpose  in 
painting  this  wall  was  to  leave  as  part 
of  our  senior  exhibit  a permanent 
painting  for  you  to  enjoy.  We  thought  a 
painting  that  gives  you  bright  color  to 
break  up  the  endless  tunnel  and  a mov- 
ing design  would  bring  you  to  the  exit  a 
little  faster. 


Originally  we  provided  a special  area 
for  graffiti.  Because  of  the  construc- 
tion of  a needed  door-way  this  area  was 
deleted.  The  wall  painting  was  not  de- 
signed for  graffiti. 


We  are  deeply  grateful  for  your  gener- 

OU8  gift  of  *20.00.  Your  persona)  inter  Qn  behalf  f Avi,a  and  ,f  l 

est  and  financial  assistance  give  us  the  agki  look  and  enj  or  ^ 

encouragement  and  support  which  en-  and  be  ^ save  ^ y 

ables  us  to -continue  our  work  with  the  and  fanta8tic  ^ for.the  proper 
P°°r-  place. 

Day  by  day  we  try  to  bring  hope  and 
dignity  to  our  brothers  in  Christ  who 
are  fighting  against  current  social  con- 
ditions for  their  very  survival.  The  fact 
that  you  permit  us  to  act  in  your  name 
helps  us  to  give  the  people  we  serve  the 
courage  they  need,  and  also  makes  pre- 
sent to  them  the  justice  and  charity  of 
our  God. 


Sincerely, 
Sharon  Hunter 


May  the  coming  year  be  filled  with 
peace  and  joy,  love  and  faith. 

Sincerely, 

Sister  Mathilde 
Director 

P.S.  Won’t  you  come  to  see  us  some- 
time? And  perhaps  you  would  like  to 
volunteer  to  help  us  in  our  work  for  the 
poor! 
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Retreats 

planned 

Do  you  want  to  get  away  from  the 
push  for  a while  and  just  “be”?  Do  you 
need  some  time  and  quiet  to  think 
things  out  and  get  a new  start?  Do  you 
feel  the  need  for  some  good  sharing  and 
community  with  others?  Do  you  want 
some  time  away  to  pray  and  read  and 
talk  and  relax?  Then  why  not  consider 
making  a weekend  retreat?  Campus 
Ministry  has  planned  two  retreats  for 
this  semester. 

February  23-25  — Rock  Haven, 

House  Springs,  Missouri.  Cost 
per  person:  food  cost  and,  if  neces- 
sary, car  rental. 

April  27-29  — Camp  Little  Flower, 
Kansas  City,  Missouri.  Cost  per 
person:  food  cost. 

The  Program  Board  is  paying  the 
cost  of  accommodations  for  both  these 
retreats. 

If  you  are  interested,  sign  up  soon 
with  either  Father  Frank  Schuele  or 
Sister  Margaret  Cook. 


Dear  Editor: 

A new  lay  volunteer  organization 
has  beencreatedtostrengthen  the  strug- 
gling Catholic  school  system  and  boost 
emerging  CCD  programs  in  needy 
Texas  parishes.  Called  Volunteers  for 
Educational  Services,  the  group  will 
place  qualified  teachers,  secretaries, 
and  administrators  in  both  Catholic 
schools  and  religious  education  pro- 
grams where  parishes  are  unable  to 
supply  or  pay  their  own.  Volunteers 
will  be  asked  to  give  more  than  one  year 
in  exchange  for  a small  salary,  room 
and  board,  in  a team  situation.  Group 
liturgy,  prayer,  and  inservice  training 
are  to  be  parts  of  the  experience,  needed 
for  maintaining  the  morale  and  effec- 
tiveness of  members. 

VES,  as  the  new  organization  is 
called,  is  a division  of  the  Texas  Catho- 
lic Conference,  an  interdiocesan  coord- 
inating agency,  and  has  been  ap- 
proved and  partially  funded  by  the 
Bishops  of  Texas.  It  is  seen  by  its  origi- 
nators as  more  than  a way  to  save  poor 
parishes  excessive  expense;  another 
aim  is  to  help  upgrade  the  quality  of 
Catholic  educational  programs  by 
furnishing  persons  who  are  both  dedi- 
cated and  qualified. 

Qualifications  vary  for  the  positions 
of  elementary  or  CCD  teacher,  elemen- 
tary or  CCD  administrator,  and  secre- 
tary: bachelor's  degree  is  required  for 
all  but  CCD  teacher  and  secretary; 
teaching  experience  for  administra- 
tors and  CCD  teachers  lacking  a bach- 
elor’s degree;  administrative  exper- 
ience for  administrators;  willingness  to 
participate  in  inservice  training  for  all 
teachers;  and  willingness  to  extend 
commitment  to  two  (2)  years  for  teach- 
ers and  three  (3)  years  for  administra- 
tors. Salaries  for  members  are  $60  a 
month,  room  and  board,  a round-trip 
bus  fare,  and  paid  group  health  insur- 
ance. These  expenses  Eire  paid  by  the 
parish  receiving  the  volunteers;  VES 
handles  recruiting,  screening,  place- 
ment, and  coordination  of  volunteers. 
Interested  persons  may  contact  Archie 
Ghess,  Coordinator  of  Volunteers  for 
Educational  Services,  Texas  Catholic 
Conference,  800  Brozos,  Rm.  702,  Aus- 
tin, Texas  78701. 


SALE  -O-RAMA  ’73 
Gigantic  Garage  and  Antique 
Sale  featuring  clothing,  furni- 
ture, appliances,  books,  TV 
sets,  antiques,  luggage,  furs, 
jewelry  and  craft  items. 
Fantastic  bargains  . . . don’t 
miss  this!  Friday,  February  16 
(8:00  A.M.  to  9:00  P.M.)  and 
Saturday,  February  17  (8:00 
A.M.  to  6:00  P.M.)  at  Rock- 
hurst  High  School,  9301  State 
Line  Road,  Kansas  City,  Mo. 
Admission  is  free. 


From  the  desk  of . . 


Memo:  The  psychiatrist 

called  today.  He’s  read  your 
first  article  in  the  Avila  Free 
Fall.  He  questions  your  obses- 
sion with  death.  He  would  like 
to  see  you  early  Tuesday  morn- 
ing. Will  call  later. 


Return:  Dear  Shrink  (and  avid 
friends); 

No  need  to  call.  There  was  no 
acquaintance  with  death  in  my  latest 
piece. 

To  be  quite  frank,  doc,  I think  every- 
one has  a fascination  with  death,  once 
or  ever  in  their  lifetimes.  However,  for 
some  chosen  few,  there  does  exist  an  ob- 
session with  death  and  the  dying. 

Beg  my  pardon,  but  aren’t  we  all  fas- 
cinated with  death.  The  grave.  The 
homecoming  fear  of  being  buried  alive. 
Life  everlasting  and  burial  at  sea. 

Two  summers  ago  I was  employed  by 
the  Kansas  City  Police  Department.  I 
drove  a green,  unmarked  Plymouth 
with  a banded  radio  and  red-lantered 
siren.  My  job  was  to  carry  the  inter-de- 
partment mail  from  precinct  to  pre- 
cinct. 

Every  afternoon  I would  make  a 
daily  stop  to  General  Hospital.  Almost 
always  there  was  some  blanket-cov- 
ered body  being  wheeled  in  or  out  the 
door,  up  or  down  the  elevator. 

Seeing  these  woolen-masked  corpses, 

I found  myself  pretending  they  were 
not  dead  at  all,  just  merely  play-acting. 
“Hello,  Mr.  Belated,”  I would  say.  “And 
how  are  you  feeling  today?  A little  un- 
der the  weather,  I presume.  I hope  that 
operation  was  successful.” 

They  would  never  answer  me,  of 
course.  I guess  I just  figured  they  were 
asleep,  or  still  doped  under  surgery. 

I used  to  work  at  a Jewish  Home  for 

the  ARed.  Though  my  employment  was 

restricted  in  the  kitchen  and  dietary 
area,  I would  occasionaly  help  serve 
the  meals  on  the  patients’  floors.  Many 
of  the  ‘inmates’  had  passed  that  stage 


in  life  (or  the  continuum  of  dying,  call  it 
what  you  may)  where  the  senses  be- 
come limited  and  next  to  nothing.  1 
learned  to  distinguish  the  residents  by 
the  certain  marks  or  traits  of  their  ap- 
pearance. For  instance;  the  man  with 
the  decomposed  ear  lobe  or  the  old  wo- 
man pacing  her  wheel  chair  up  and 
down  the  halls  mumbling,  “Don  t leave 
me  die  alone.  Don’t  leave  me  die  here 
alone.”  Translation  being  “Rape. 
Rape.” 

You  see,  doctor,  the  terrible  thing 
about  dying  is  that  you  do  it  all  alone. 
Despite  the  comforts  of  ‘you’re  going  to 
be  all  right’  or  ‘he’s  taken  a turn  for  the 
worse’,  nobody  can  die  for  you,  and  it 
you’re  LUCKY,  nobody’s  going  to  help 
you  get  there.  You  die  for  you  and  it  s no 
charitable  act. 

Presently.  I’ve  been  spending  my 
winter  nights  as  a copy  boy  for  the  Kan- 
sas City  Star.  I suppose  that  sometime, 
should  my  discretions  forlong  my  fore- 
bodings, I shall  rise  to  the  ranks  of  the 
busy  desk  of  the  death  reporter. 

A death  reporter  is  the  select  one  who 
gives  the  public  the  official  epitaphs  in 
the  obituary  column.  At  this  stage,  you 
may  feel  I am  duably  fit  and  necessary 
for  the  promotion.  . 

What  I have  been  trying  to  bring 
about,  dear  doctor,  is  not  that  death  is 
death  and  the  living  are  life.  Because 
you  see  the  living  will  die  and  life  will 
be  death.  The  two  cannot  be  separated, 
death  is  the  physical  unending  of  life. 
And,  excuse  my  morbidity,  but  death  is 
what  you  make  it.  As  was  Tomas  Jala- 
pa  and  the  drainage-board. 

Yours, 

Rick  Serrano 


P S.  I have  just  bought  a new 
couch  for  the  front  room.  I am 
sure,  doc,  that  you  and  I could 
entertain  some  interesting 
conversation  therein. 


Some  members  of  the  Psychology  De-  Avila 
partment  are  trying  something  new  ter  welcome  and 

this  semester.  They  are  forming  a psy-  Dave  APPenbn^v  ?°"  PP^ 
chology  club.  It  is  hoped  that  all  inter-  hang  in  there,  Dave, 
ested  students  will  join. 


Newsbriefs 


Avila  students  are  invited  to  particij 
pate  in  basketball,  volleyball,  and  gymj 

nasties  every  Wednesday  eve,y,^,  ? . 

9 p m.,  at  Loretto  High  School.  This  u 
sponsored  by  the  Program  Board. 


There  will  be  a meeting  held  on  Feb- 
ruary 28th  a Wednesday  night  in  Low- 
er Marian  Center  from  7:00-10:00  p.m. 
If  you  are  unable  to  attend  this  meet- 
ing you  can  leave  your  name  and  phone 
number  with  either  Mr.  Cupkie  or  Joan 
in  Rm.  312  or  in  312’s  mailbox. 

At  our  first  meeting  we  will  discuss  a 
time  which  would  be  convenient  for 
everyone  to  meet.  The  rest  of  the  time 
will  be  left  open  for  discussion  on  what 
you  would  like  to  see  the  club  do.  WHAT 
BECOMES  OF  THE  CLUB  DE- 
PENDS ON  WHAT  YOU  STUDENTS 
WANT. 


Yes.  Virginia,  there  is  a multi-medif 
magazine  happening  on  campus.  If  y°u| 
have  some  good  poetry,  photography,! 
or  art  work,  there  are  people  who  would 

like  to  share  it  with  you.  Give  it  to  I 
Nancy  Scott,  Annie  Skelton,  Mary  Ann! 
Hartman  or  Lin  Staten.  If  you  would 
like  to  help  with  the  actual  layout  of  the! 

magazine,  contact  them  as  well  Here's 
your  chance  to  share  what  you  ve  been 
feeling  and  seeing  while  a member  of| 
the  Avila  community. 


Board  beats  boredom! 


A wide  variety  of  events  sponsored 
by  the  Program  Board  has  remedied 
the  lack  of  social  involvement  on  the 
Avila  campus.  Last  semester  the  Board 
undertook  many  worthwhile  activi- 
ties, including  Elton  John  concert 
tickets  and  the  Fall  Fling.  Sponsored 
during  Interim  were  tickets  to  “Jesus 
Christ,  Superstar,”  a schoolwide  pizza 
party,  a movie  and  a sledding  contest. 

Second  semester  has  many  more  pro- 
jects in  8 tore  for  the  students.  Already 
this  semester,  the  Board  has  spon- 
sored the  folk-in  concert,  tickets  for 
"Godspell.”  the  K.C.  Kings  and  the 


John  Denver  concert.  It  was  also  in- 
volved with  the  cafeteria’s  FAACIP- 
ICSFAGIF  and  with  the  Campus  Min- 
istry. The  next  few  months  will  see  the 
New  Orleans  Easter  Extravaganza, 
Bread  and  Gordon  Lightfoot  concert 
tickets,  more  movies,  and  other  as- 
sorted events. 

The  Program  Board  would  like  to  get 
some  feedback  from  the  students  and 
any  ideas  they  may  have.  Meetings  are 
held  each  Wednesday  at  5:30  in  Bob 
Johnston  s office.  Students  are  the  rea- 
son Program  Board  exists.  Why  not  at- 
tend one  of  their  meetings  soon! 


Tomas  Jalapa  never  felt  any  pain  on 
that  dusty  August  morning  when  he  re- 
gained consciousness  in  the  southern 
mountains  of  the  Sierra  Madre  Oc- 
cidental. God  knows  how  long  he  d 
been  lying  there. 

All  thees  dust,  he  remembered,  lhe 
dust  had  been  everywhere. 

He  recalled  walking  down  from  the 
mountains.  To  Montivo.  Ah,  si,  he 
remembered.  Montivo. 

The  middle  aged  Mexican  peasant 
remembered  fighting  his  way  down  the 
mountain  slope  in  the  whipping  dust 
storm  to  the  ciudad  in  the  valley.  Veeki 
had  sent  him  to  Montivo  for  the 
remedio.  It  was  for  their  little  Tomas- 
ino.  He  was  in  bed  with  the  fever. 

Jalapa  had  not  wished  to  be  out  on 
such  a morning.  He  knew  things  were 
not  well  outside.  The  dust  had  been 
blowing  for  almost  three  days  now.  The 
hard  dried  adobe  was  loosened  from  the 
ground  and  biting  at  his  face  as  he 
made  his  way  down  to  Montivo.  The 
arboles  (trees)  were  down.  Some  had 
fallen  and  were  rolling  down  into ^the 
valley.  Now  it  was  more  clear.  I he  ar- 
bol.  the  monster  that  had  come  from  be- 
hind. blasted  the  back  of  1 Ms knees.  His 
legs  folded  under  him.  He  had  tried  to 
turn  and  face  the  attack.  But  the  mom 
ster  was  fanatic  and  lunged  itself  at  his 
hack  sending  them  both  bouncing 

down  the^obe  floor.  Now  he  remem- 

b Jalapa.  a sturdy  ejiduto  (farmhand) 
deep  in  the  southern  mountains  ot 
Mexico,  strived  to  pull  his  senses  to- 
gether. His  eyes  must  be  hidden  be- 
neath a blindfold,  he  thought.  He  could 
not  see.  Nor  could  he  feel  his  body  or  the 

earth  below.  . 1oQQt 

He  felt  relieved  that  he  could  at  least 
hear  the  howling  of  the  red  dried  duat. 
But  he  could  not  sense  the  dirt  and  clay 
whipping  his  coarse  black  hair  across 
his  forehead  and  deep  into  his  pores. 


Jalapa 

A short  story 
by  Rick  Serrano 


show  you.”  But  his  voice  relayed  nc 
message  and  his  vocal  cords  soundec 
only  unto  his  own  ears.  His  tongue  re- 
fused his  violent  orders,  sending  words* 
inward  to  meet  his  won  frustrations 
and  his  friends  were  deaf  to  his  silent 


His  lungs  contained  the  lithesome 
weight  of  a hollow  nakedness.  Pu  ling 
oxvgen  into  them  drew  only  slight 
laxity.  It  seemed  that  fresh  air  was 
being  drawn  to  him  from  a minute  rap- 
ping, knocking  at  his  ribs. 

His  mind  devoured  frenzy  but  his 
hands  remained  silently  still.  He 
strained  his  eyes  to  see  life  around  him. 
But  no  feeling,  no  answer,  and  he  only 
saw  night.  A cold  bleakness  rose  to  sur- 
round and  descend  upon  him  with  the 
gusto  of  an  open  hearth.  And  he  slip- 
ped back  into  slumber. 

P When  Jalapa  awoke  he  felt  a more 
complete  awareness.  Despite  the  still 
prevalent  darkness  hovenng  over  his 
body,  he  sensed  a newer  freshness.  He 
was  relaxed,  resting  in  his  thoughts  in 
quiet  and  sheltered  peace,  settling  his 
anxieties  into  a disciplined  vigil  for 
deliverance. 

Suddenly  his  silent  tranquility  was 
surprised.  He  heard  footsteps  cracking 
into  the  hardened  clay.  And  these  toot- 
steps  were  accompanied  by  voices. 
“Poor,  poor  Victoria  Thees  ees 

terrible!  She  weel  be  heartbroken!  3 he 

voice  echoed  as  a waterfall  of  crystals 

mjha7apa's  heart  danced  to  a million 
fiestas.  He  knew  the  voice  well.  It  was 

Pedro’s.  „ 

"Si.  Pedro,  y thee  nino.  He  ees  so 

V°And  Alfonso,  his  wife’s  brother.  He 
was  lucky;  a lucky  man,  for  such 
people.  His  joys  rang  jubilance. 

Pedro,  Jalapa’ s old  fnend.  was  a 
stout,  short  legged  man.  He  was  carry- 
ing the  front  end  of  the  taut  stretcher. 


Alfonso,  younger  and  better  looking 
brought  up  the  rear  where  J alapa  s feet 
dangled  below  his  waist.  Jalapa  was  ly- 
ing across  the  tarp  with  yellow-worn 
blanket  fixed  tightly  over  his  body, 
covering  head  and  foot. 

But  he  had  no  idea  he  was  being 
drawn  down  to  the  valley  on  this 
portable  bed,  for  he  could  not  see  his 
friends  or  feel  his  body  swaying  to  the 
rocking  motions  of  the  gTeen  tarpaul- 

mHis  mind  spoke  a dozen  orders. 
“Talk  "he  commanded  his  tongue. 
“Thank  them.  Tell  them  to  get  the 
medico.”  But  his  tongue  played  a devil 
and  would  not  speak,  but  lay  motion- 
less in  the  cavity  of  his  throat. 

Again  he  commanded  his  voice. 
"Speak.  Speak.  I must  tell  them  to  find 
the  medico.”  But  only  his  mind  was 
verbalized. 

Then  he  heard  Pedro  s voice.  When 
we  geet  to  thee  mortuario,  ” he  said,  "we 
weel  leave  him  weeth  thee 
embalsamador.  Then  we  must  go  to 
hees  house  and  tell  them.” 

Jalapa  stopped.  “Ayeee,”  his  mind 
cried.  "Pedro,  do  you  hear  me?  Pedro. 

please!”  ■ * 

“I  need  help.  The  medico!  I can  t see.  1 
can’t  see  you.  Pedro!  Answer  me!  Do 
vou  hear  me?  Alfonso!  Medico!  Please! 

‘ "Si.  you  are  right.  Pedro.  Alfonso 
was  saying.  “Thee  embalsamador  weel 
prepare  heem.  He  weel  look  good  for  my 
seester.  And  we  should  tell  thee  Padre. 
He  must  know  also.” 

"No  no,”  Jalapa’s  mind  screamed.  1 

can’t  move!  1 can’t  see  you!  How  can 
tell  you?  Geet  thee  medico.  He  weel 


cnes. 

"Eet  ess  thees  dust,”  Alfonso  con- 
tinued. “Eet  was  so  terrible  thees  morn- 
ing. And  thee  weend.  He  deedn’t  heet 
hees  head.  Eet  was  hees  back.  There 
was  so  much  blood  when  I found  heem. 

A rock,  or  an  arbol,  maybe.” 

"I  don’t  know.”  Pedro  answered. 
“But  thee  embalsador  weel  feex  heem 
like  new.  He  weel  look  like  we  remem- 
bered heem,  no?” 

"No.  Pedro,  no.”  Again  Jalapa  was 
trying  to  speak.  “Not  to  thee  mortuario. 
To  thee  medico,  ” his  voice  cried  silent 
He  was  paralyzed.  In  a tormented 
agony,  he  ordered  his  arms  to  move.  He 
begged  for  his  feet  to  kick,  for  his 
hands,  lying  folded  across  his  chest,  to 
grasp  Pedro’s  shoulders.  For  his  drop- 
ped jaw  to  rise.  t , . T 

Jalapa  twisted  his  shoulders.  No 
twisting.  He  bent  his  knees.  No  bend- 
ing. He  pulled  the  blanket  away  from 
his  face.  Nothing. 

Pedro  and  Alfonso  carried  the  corpse 
farther  and  farther  down  the  mountain 
side.  Closer  and  closer  they  came  to  the 
valley  below,  the  wooden  gates  of 
Montivo  and  the  doors  of  the 
mortuario. 

Each  solemn  step  pounded  upon  the 
doors  of  Jalapa’s  sanity.  Each  tree, 
each  branch  and  every  bush  passed 
by.  were  mute  to  Jalapa’s  futile  at- 
tempts to  be  recognized.  The  people  of 
Montivo  hushed  as  his  life-panged  re- 
mains were  carried  through  their 
midsts.  The  doors  of  the  Mortuario  de 
Montivo  opened  wide  and  caressingly 
as  the  pallbearers  whisked  him  into 
their  gentle  arms. 

cont.  on  page  5 


Paris  pot-pourri 


”0u  est  ma  dictionnaire?”  . . . Versailles  and  visions  of  the  Sun  King  . . ■ 
Napoleon’s  bed  . . . the  smell  of  hyacinths  in  every  chamber  . . . the  cha- 
teaux of  the  Loire  valley  . . .projects  and  places  to  go ..  . “la  parti  social- 
iste” . . . lost  in  the  metro  . . . Eiffel  tower  in  the  mist . . .rain.  . .and  more 
rain  . . . interviews  and  classes  ...  la  belle  langue  . . . wine  and  fresh 
bread . . . ivy  on  old  stairwells,  cottages  of  long  ago . . . Mona  Lisa  lives  in 
the  Louvre  . . . kiosques  and  tempting  book  stalls  ...  '7  need  more  film!" 
. . . boating  on  the  Seine  . . . mirrored  palace  halls,  reflections  of  ancient 
elegance  . . . I’arc  de  triomphe  . . . “May  I paint  your  portrait,  Miss?”.  . . 
another  American  in  Paris  . . . the  Barbizon  school  for  artists,  still  stand- 
ing in  the  forest  shadows  ...  a jaunt  through  Montmartre  . . . fountains 
spraying  bright  blueness . . . “The  Last  Tango”  with  English  subtitles . . . 
collapsing  of  exhilaration  at  the  end  of  the  day  . . . chapels  and  cathe- 
drals and  stained  galss  reverie . . . French  history  carved  in  medieval  oaken  doors 
...  a stroll  on  cobblestones  under  the  eyes  of  gargoyles . . . Notre  Dame  the 
genuine  one  . . . converting  dollars  into  francs,  dreams  into  memories  . . . “ I'm 
coming  back.  I don’t  know  when . but  I’m  coming  back!” 

\ 


Jalapa 

Jalapa  (cont.) 


Tomas  Jalapa  lay  nakedly  still  in 
silence.  No  longer  did  he  speak  to  be 
heard.  As  the  embalsador  washed  his 
skilled  hands  in  a sink  on  the  wall,  the 
stricken  patient  settled  for  innocence. 
As  the  embalsador  honed  a handle 
Once  inside,  a short  bearded  em- 
balsador, decked  in  black  coat  and 
pants,  directed  Pedro  and  Alfonso  to  a 
bronze  door  at  the  far  corner  of  the 
hallway.  By  the  light  of  a dozen 
candles,  they  placed  their  fallen  friend 
on  a cemented  altar  in  the  center  of  the 
room.  n 

“Prepare  our  friend  well,  Senor, 
Pedro  said  with  a quiet  sigh.  “I  weel  re- 
turn later  weeth  the  dinero  to  pay  for 
your  kind  services.  Also,  I weel  bring 


hees  wife  to  draw  up  the  necessary 
papers.” 

The  embalsador  nodded  with  a quiet 
smile  of  deviance.  He  raised  the  bushy 
eyebrows  from  his  sunken  brown  eyes. 
With  the  extend  of  his  long-veined 
palm,  he  directed  them  to  the  door. 

Jalapa’s  silence  begged  attention  as 
he  heard  the  door  open  and  close. 
“Come  back,  Pedro!  Don’t  leave  me.  I’m 
still  alive!  Believe  me.  Please.  Come 
back!” 

“Don’t  leave  me,  ” over  and  over  he 
cried.  “Don’t  leave  me  here.”  And,  then, 
in  a muffled,  soundless  whisper, 
“Medico.” 

The  embalsador  removed  his  coat 
and  exposed  fully  the  grey  nothing- 
ness of  his  cotton  shirt  and  skeleton- 
frame.  He  hoisted  Jalapa’s  body  onto  a 
tilted  slab  to  the  left  of  the  altar.  He  low- 
ered the  body  with  a thud  upon  the 
wooden  slab,  the  corpse  supported  by 
iron  pegs  beneath  the  armpits.  He 
pealed  the  tattered  cloak  and  orange 
pantalones  from  the  body. 


varnished  scalpel  on  a mechanized 
whetstone.  Jalapa  was  drowned  with 
memory.  He  remembered  his  child- 
hood days  in  the  big  city  of  Zacatecas. 
He  remembered  parking  the  fancy 
autos  of  the  Mexican  wealthy  and  the 
blond  Americans.  How  he  had  longed 
to  be  wealthy  and  American.  And  of  the 
days  of  tending  the  fields  of  maize  on 
the  ejidatarios  with  Pedro,  good  Pedro. 
Where  fortune  was  of  vain  and  the 
future  oblivious. 

As  the  embalsador  placed  twin,  pale 
buckets  on  the  floor  beneath  Jalapa’s 
feet,  he  relinquished  his  vow  to  Veeki. 
No,  he  encroached,  she  could  no  long- 
er dream  of  Los  Angeles.  The  Los 
Angeles  where  the  senoras  fashioned 
silk  gowns  and  golden  earrings. 

As  the  embalsador  prepared  the 
solvent  of  alcohol  and  formaldehyde  in 
a piercing,  goose-necked  vessel,  he 
remembered  himself.  Jalapa,  the  root 
of  the  jalapa  plant.  The  yellow  sweet 
powder  made  from  the  dried  roots  of  the 
Mexican  vine.  The  morning  glory. 
Used  as  a purgative,  to  wash  away 


uncleanliness.  Used  in  medicine.  Used 
in  medicine.  And  Tomaa  Jalapa  mut- 
tered fruitlessly,  “me-di-co,  me-di-co.” 

The  embalsador  placed  the  feet  of  the 
body  outward.  He  brandished  the 
gleaming,  mirrored  scalpel  in  his  right 
hand,  to  incise  and  drain  the  blood 
from  the  feet  to  the  buckets.  The  Jalapa 
prayed.  The  purgative  knelt  unto  the 
blade.  The  morning  glory  withered. 

Jalapa  thought  not  of  death,  for 
death  was  eminent.  Jalapa  thought  not 
of  Veeki,  for  Veeki  was  gone.  Jalapa 
thought  not  of  Tomasino.  Jalapa  cried 
for  Jalapa. 

The  embalsador,  in  all  his  grandeur 
and  craft,  drew  the  blade,  which  was  to 
the  body  of  Tomas  Jalapa  farewell.  He 
looked  upon  the  face  of  the  corpse.  He 
stopped  at  the  eyes.  And.  suddenly,  as 
if  bolted  by  lightning,  the  bloodless 
knife  fell  from  his  hand  and  the  embal- 
sador stumbled,  struggling  to  keep  his 

A pink,  white  tear  drop  was  rolling 
down  Jalapa’s  cheek. 
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